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Our Lady’s Friends Enter 
Through The Blue Door 


By Catherine de Hueck 


My thoughts are thoughts of gratitude still. As 
time speeds on its way to eternity, my heart overflows. I 


look back and know that I 
express- my thanks to each 


possible for the little humble apostolate of Friendship 
House to grow and multiply. 

I console myself that there is all eternity to do so 
in, before the very Face of Him who brought these friends 


to us in the time of our dire 
always! 2 
Enter The Magi 


so many times a day to ad- 
mit the sick, the well, the 
halt, the lost, the sad, the 
joyous, the in-between . . 
also opens often .. . ALLE- 
LUIA ... 
God ... who, in our modern 
times, bring to Him their 
eternal gifts of gold, frank- 
incense, and myrrh. With- 
out them, the likes of us, 
who have nothing to give 
but our lives, would not be 
here in this lay apostolate of 
Catholic Action, Friendship 
House style. 

It seems that Our Lady, 
to whom this house on the 
blue Madawaska river be- 
longs, brings her friends just 
when we need them most. 

Take the year 1951. Just 
another year in our strange 
busy life. Another Summer 
School of Catholic Action. 
Another financial statement 
in red. (Ours seem to prefer 
this vivid color.) 

Yet again, the year 1951 
was different too. For it held 
a dream for me. Since I was 
a baby I was taught to pray 
for the Father of Christen- 
dom. It is the Polish in me. 
There are truly no words to 
describe my love for the 
Vicar of Chrst. It is like a 
white fire burning through 
all my life. Pauper that I 
am... all I have to give 
Him... is my heart, and 
my life... and when I have 
laid these at His feet in an 
abandonment of obedience 
and humility, I feel I have 
not began to love him as I 
ought. 

She Dreams A Dream 

The year 1951 was the 
year of THE FIRST CON- 
GRESS OF THE LAY APOS- 
TOLATE OF CATHOLIC 
ACTION, HELD IN ROME. 


We were a Catholic Action: 


Movement. And I had 
dreamed from childhood the 
dream of seeing, perhaps 
from afar, the Man in White 
. . the Father of all the 
Faithful, and hence mine. 
But dreams are dreams, 
and stark reality is woven of 
another cloth. Mongy was 
needed. Money and_ the 
blessing and letters of the 
Ordinary of one’s Diocese. 
Many had been the 
dreams I dreamed in_ the 
Lord, always in simple faith. 
So humbly I wrote to our 
good Bishop Smith of Pem- 
broke about the blessing and 
the letters. Prompt and gra- 
cious was his reply. All was 
arranged along that line. In 


‘utter faith then, I booked a 
The Blue Door that opens 


.|BE PICKED UP TWO 


for the Magi of]. 





don’t have enough of it to 
and everyone who made it 


needs ... which.seems to be 


passage well ahead of time, 
leaving the financial angle 
to Mary entirely. 

The reservations HAD TO 


WEEKS BEFORE SAILING 
. and it seemed, as tim 
was passing swiftly and only 
five weeks remained .. . and 
then four weeks the 
dream would remain... . 
JUST THAT ...A DREAM. 
Her Name Is Mary Too 
And then our Lady acted 
Swift as lightning. Gently as 
a spring breeze. She used a 
namesake of hers, and her 
parents. This Mary—young, 
eager and full of love and 
joy — had stayed with u: 
through that summer, lov- 
ing and serving all... and 
bringing into Our Lady’s 
House a hunger for a better 
knowledge of her, and of her 
Son, that gladdened every- 
one’s heart. 
Her parents, 
passed often 


who had 
through the 
Blue Door . . . suddenly be- 
came Magi, and brought, 
through Our Lady, gifts of 
myrrh, frankincence, and 
gold... that made a dream 
in the Lord come true... 
not for me alone, but for the 
whole movement. 

Their gracious, gentle way 
of giving the needed cash 
to make up the deficit of the 
Summer School, and to en- 
able me to go to Rome in 
peace ... is still bearing its 
fruits and will unto the end 
of time, I think. 

In truth, it is because of 
them that my ears, and the 
ears of the Friendship House 
family, heard these words of 
the Pope, spoken to me—for 
them. 

We Bless You 

‘*... WE BLESS YOU... 
AND ALL THOSE WHO BE- 
LONG TO YOU THROUGH 
TIES OF BLOOD ... WE 
BLESS ALL WHO BELONG 
TO YOUR SPIRITUAL MA- 





TERNITY ... THE PAST, 
PRESENT, AND FUTURE, 
STAFF WORKER OFj 
FRIENDSHIP HOUSE ... |! 
WE BLESS ALL THE HIER-. 
ARCHY THAT INVITES 
YOU, THw: CLERGY AND 
RELIGIOUS WHO DIRECT 
AND ASSIST YOU ON THE 
ROAD TO CHRIST... WE 
BLESS ALL THE BENE- 
FACTORS WHO HELP YOU 
IN YOUR APOSTOLATE ... 
AND ALL THOSE WHOM 
YOU SERVE.” 

Yes ... my heart thinks 





thoughts of gratitude that, 
today, overflow and spill at 


the feet of Mary and her 
parents who made a dream 
in God come true... and 
brought, through the Blue 
Door, and through my heart, 
the voice of the Father of 
Christendom to the little, 
hidden, humble, Lay Apos- 
tolate of Catholic Action, 
Friendship House style, that 
now rests secure and at 
peace in that blessing. 
Thank you, Mary .. . and 
you, her parents! I am so 
glad that the Vicar of Christ 
thanked you too through his 
words . . . for they indeed 


belong to you. 


“WE BLESS ALL THE 
BENEFACTORS WHO 
HELP YOU IN YOUR APOS- 
TOLATE!” 
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Lord, ‘Teach Us 
How To Pray 


By Francoise DeCastro 











(Continued) 

Christ prayed at night or 
in the early dawn. He some- 
times prayed a whole night, 
though we with our human 
prudence think He would 
have done better to sleep, to 
prepare Himself for a long 
day’s work. Christ was a man 
like us. He needed sleep. He 
slept. But He sometimes 
prayed all night. Night, say 
the contemplatives, is a good 
time for prayer. Everything 
is silent, inside and outside. 
It is easier to be with God. 
But although we cannot al- 
ways pray at night, we al- 
ways can, when we pray, 
make night in our soul. . 

Stay With Christ 

What does this mean? 
This means that the first 
condition for prayer, I could 
almost say the only condi- 
tion, (but it is essenital) is 
to forget about ourselves, 
our worries, our interests, 
even temporarily to forget 
about those we love and 
those we are in charge of, 
and, as if we were in the 
middle of the night in the 
quietness of a~cloister, to 
stay with Christ praying to 

(Continued on Page Three) 


Let People 


the fawn broadloom. 
Bare Foot Gal 

But you ty wishing you 
were in your bare feet and 
could feel the dust between 
your toes. You wish you 
could feel the wind tousling 
your hair and stinging your 
cheeks. Good, fresh, clean 
wind that carries the smell 
of sun on the bush. No, you 
don’t belong here. But you 
are here. So you turn to 
your escort and smile. He 
prods your elbow and 
smoothly manouvers you in- 
to the dining room. You are 
seated at a table with two 
other couples, who smile 
much and infallibly choose 
the correct silverware. 


The conversation is sur- 
prisingly light and easy, and 
the mashed potatoes are dis- 
creetly left untouched on 
three plates. Well, it’s kind 
of fun, you decide. You clap 
your hands as the speaker 
rises at the head table, and 
everyone in the crowded hall 
steels himself in a comfort- 
able position. You do like- 
wise. You retreat into your 
own thoughts and look a- 
round at the group. There 
are young men, good-look- 
ing, alert and eager, intelli- 
gent idealistic. They are 
students. They will be doc- 
tors and writers and engin- 
eers and lawyers. They will 
be prominent men. At least 
they want to be. You can see 
that on their faces. You can 
sense it in their impressive 
“man-talk.” 

And the girls are like the 
young men. They too are 
eager and alert and intelli- 
gent. And they will be wives, 
most of them. 

Blah! Blah! Blah! 

Again, you get the feeling 
that you don’t belong here. 
You shrug it off and turn 
your attention to the speak- 
er. What has he been say- 
ing? Something about the 
biggest struggle in the hist- 
ory of mankind. An epoch 
of terror and courage. Oh! 
Oh! Here we go again. Com- 
munism is still the favorite 
topic of conversation and 
speeches. Call it bad names 
and sip your _ cocktail! 
What’s the word he used? 
Faith? Okay. Faith is neces- 
sary. Now, where’s the rest 
of it? What about poverty 
and humility and obedience? 
And what about love and 
service? And what about 
sanctity and death to self? 
You wait... 

But he doesn’t say any- 
thing about these others. 
Only faith. Does that mean 





_ Let Christ Talk, And 


Listen 


By Lorraine Fecteau 


You don’t belong here. Something keeps 
you. You don’t belong here. You don’t feel comfortable in 
your nice and fairly expensive new dress, with that fabu- 
lous pearl choker around your neck, and with your new 
hair-do. The cocktail glass in your hand, with the delicate 
narrow stem is becoming awkward. You dislike the charm- 
ing gay and witty talk. The carpet under your feet is thick 
and rich and your black high-heels look pretty against 


telling 


tian, believing in God and 
God will take care of Com- 
munism? You don’t get it. 
You wait... 

Now he is saying that 
those gathered before him 
are the hope of the future. 
The students of Canada are 
the men and women who will 
play the most important role 
in shaping the destiny of 
their country and the res- 
ponsibility must not be 
taken lightly. ‘They must be 
leaders . 

And More Blah! 

He is talking about Com- 
munism again. He mentions 
equal distribution, the mass- 
es, the classes, dialectical 
materialism. Yes, Commun- 
ism can be approached from 
a philosophical point of 
view, but the answer doesn’t 
lie there. You don’t know 
much about the philosophy 
of Communism, or the phil- 
osophy of anything for that 
matter; but you know that 
the complete answer to it 
will not be found in philos- 
ophical reasoning. He men- 
tions defense and armam- 
ent. He mentions a lot of 
things. You are still waiting 
. .. But his speech ends and 
he hasn’t said a thing! 

The crowd is clapping. 
You turn, with a bewildered 
look, to your escort. He 
winks at you. He must be 
thinking the same way you 
are thinking. So here you 
have it. You feel an awful 
urge to stand up and say, 
“Hey, you forgot to mention 
the Lay Apostolate. You for- 
got to mention Christ. You 
forgot to mention that the 
only way to fight Satan, in- 
carnate in Communism, is 
to incarnate Christ in your- 
self. Hey! You forgot! Or do 
you even know?” 


You look around at the 
group. Do they know? The 
boy next to you is going to 
be a lawyer. Does he know 
that he is first a Christian 
and then a lawyer? Or will 
he be a lawyer who just hap- 
pens to be a Catholic? Will 
his clients be Christ to him 
or just the sources of his 
income? Is he really going 
to fight Communism and all 
the other Satanic forces 
raising such a stench in the 
world? Or will he forget that 
he is a follower of Christ? 

Are You A Catholic? 





you have only to be a Chris-! 


What about this Catholic- 
jism? Is it a lived reality? Or 
‘is it just another one of 


; those tiresome ‘ conventions 


that are so repugnant to -- 
(Continued on Page Two) 
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WHERE GOD IS— LOVE IS 


Above the din and noise of our machine age 
. above the clashing of meshed gears of a thousand 
cars travelling a thousand roads... above the frus- 
trating melodies that come to us over the TV sets 
and radios, frustrating because they are always 
broken up by commercials . . . above the strange, 
dark, loud silence of the millions of men, women 
and children glued to the screen of movies or videos 
... is heard daily more clearly a thin, reedy, tragic 
sound ... the sound of lost, bewildered, confused 
souls who cry alone in the dark of their strange, 
shadowy phantom-filled pits and deserts. 


True ... this sound has been with man always 
since the dawn of time. But never before had it become 
the mighty chorus that is heard today by those who 
have ears to hear. And if we continue to divorce our 
whole lives from God, this chorus will soon silence 
all other sounds on earth ... and transform the whole 
of it. ..into A PIT. 


For the sound we, of this generation, begin to 
hear so clearly above all others is the sound of the 
weeping souls of those men whom the world calls 
the mentally ill. Men, women, and youth, who seek 
to escape reality . . . perhaps because more sensitive 
than others ... they sense that our reality is not very 
real... for it does not contain much LOVE .. . The 
LOVE WHO IS GOD. 


May the month of Re-Birth, the month of Mary, 
Mother of Fair Love, and of men... all men... the 
confused, the well, the sick, the bewildered, the 
found, the lost! 


Mary, Mother of the Divine Physician . . . Nurse 
of Elizabeth and countless others . .. give us courage 
... give us faith ...so that we may arise and go un- 
afraid into the wilderness of mind and soul! And 
bring the healing oil of love. 


Wipe the tears of those who could not carry 
the burden of our God-less world any longer. Pour 
into their tired minds and darkened souls this oil of 
love. Pour without measure... . for, under your bless- 
ing hands, it will make their wilderness bloom with 
peace, tranquility and joy ... and change their lonely, 
reedy song into a song of gladness, the alleluia of a 
resurrected mind. : 


You who are worried about a loved one who 
has entered the shadowy desert, the lonely heights 
of the mentally ill... turn to Mary with utter con- 
fidence and complete trust .. . and ask her to show 
the way to bring them back into the world of light 
and of peace. 


But, remember, before you can ask her to show 
you how to help them... . YOU MUST ASK HER 
HOW TO LOVE WELL HERSELF, HER SON. For 
only love ... the great Caritas of God will give you 
power over the land of shadows and phantoms where 
your loved one dwells. 


And then you must not-go there alone. Pray 
to Mary to lead you to a truly Catholic psychiatrist, 
and become his handmaid. Together knowledge and 
love will heal and restore. And both are found in Mary, 
the Mother of all Wisdom .. . the Mother of Love. 


This May let us turn to her very specially in 
prayer for the mentally ill — whose weeping is being 
heard in our land louder and louder, as our mad 
soulless world divorces itself more and more from its 
Creator. 

Mary, Mother of the Resurrected Christ... . 
help the resurrection of all tired and dead minds. 











A Letter To 
Catherine Doherty 


418 Lagauchetiere St. W., 
Montreal 2, Que. 

Dear Catherine: Your let- 
ter was the sort of enthusi- 
astic encouragement in the 
Lay Apostolate we would ex- 
pect from you, It made us 
feel part of something to 
which we want to belong. 

We have taken an apart- 
ment which we wanted to 
be a house of hospitality for 
people and ideas. Rather 
than start something else 
ourselves, it is our hope to 
tell people about and direct 
them to the Catholic Work- 
er, Friendship House, the 
Grail, the Christian Family 
Movement or anything else 
that may fill their wants. 
We know from personal ex- 
perience that there are two 
groups of apostolic Catholics 
who need to be put in touch 
with each other. One is made 
up of the large number of 
“awakened” Catholics who 
are restlessly, and some- 
times aimlessly, looking for 
something positive to do to- 
wards restoring the world in 
Christ . . . beyond going to 
meetings. The other is the 
smaller, but still extensive 
and delightfully diverse 
army of apostles-in-the-field 
who are quietly going about 
the business of Christian 
living according to the in- 
dividual vocation of each. If 
we can help in getting these 
two groups together by meet- 
ings at the house and by the 
little paper we intend to 
launch and promote an un- 
derstanding of the univer- 
sality within the unity of 
the apostolate, we will feel 
we have made progress in 
the work of this restoration. 

Two Wings To Fly 

But talking needs a basis 
in doing. The Christian must 
fly on two wings: the spirit- 
ual AND the corporal works 
of mercy. Those are the 
positive commandments of 
Christian living. If one or 
other is atrophied or crippled 
all he can do is turn futile 
circles in the dust. 

So_we have a house. It is 
not a hostel but it does give 
hospitality to anyone who 
wants to share with us what 
we have. it is not a school 
or a lecture hall, but we do 
have discussions and talks 
every Tuesday night. It is 
not a Retreat House, but we 
have had one day of recol- 
lection and intend to have 
more. People who have shar- 
ed our hospitality (and given 
to us, incidentally, more 
than they have _ received) 
have been varied and_in- 
teresting. All of them have 
taught us something, even 
if in one or two cases it. was 
patience and understanding. 


Jerry had hitch-hiked from 
Toronto with his sister Mary. 
They were cold, miserable, 
and penniless on a bitterly 
cold night with only the 
summer clothes they stood 
in. They tried the Presbytery 
and Father Cahill called us. 
Betty McCabe made room 
downstairs for Mary and 
Jerry joined us. He was a 
pleasant young chap in his 
early twenties, a little on the 
defensive. It took him only 
two days to land a bus-boy 
job and to fit into the house. 
Like the rest of us, he had 
the freedom of the place as 
if it were his own. He began 
to wonder out loud about 
what was going on. 

“Talk about Communism,” 
he burst out at table one day, 
| “this is Communism that 
|you have here.” He knew a- 

out Commies, having done 
strong arm work for them 
in the CSU. He got evident 
pleasure recalling how he 
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swung a length of chain in 
the Cornwall rioting during 
the Seaman’s strike .. . even 
though it got him six months 
in. jail. But jails, it turned 
out were no novelty for 
Jerry. He had been in and 
out of them since he was 
fifteen. Rebelling against a 
strict Jehovah Witness up- 
bringing (he wasn’t allowed 
to salute the flag at school 
and the kids called him 
Jehovah; he did door to door 
proseltyzing when he was 
13) he stole 35 chickens to 
prove he was a real guy. The 
stigma stuck and he left 
home to go to sea and dive 
into a career of -habitual 
thievery. 
The Vicious Circle 

Active-minded and am- 
bitious, he took courses in 
prison and outside, but al- 
ways landed back in the 
cycle. Worried, he saved 
money to pay for a series of 
visits to a psychologist. He 
had reached Montreal en 
route to a job in Labrador 
only to find it wasn’t avail- 
able. The night he came to 
us he had had his good in- 
tentions severely tested. In 
Windsor station, cold, 
hungry, without a nickel or 
a place to stay, a well-dress- 
ed man rushed up to him, 
asked him if~ he’d mind 
keeping an eye on his suit- 
cases and rushed off. He was 
away 22 minutes and Jerry 
literally sweated out every 
minute of it, fighting the in- 
stinct to make off with the 
rich-looking luggage. 

He was a convinced, 
though not practising, Je- 
hovah Witness; and biblical 
quotations flowed from him. 
He had to clench his fists at 
table to overcome his re- 
pulsion to our making the 
Sign of the Cross and saying 
the Angelus. But he asked 
questions, had some mis- 
apprehensions removed, and 
accepted answers when he 
could. 


Then there was Larry, a 
Negro night club. singer 
without work. A fine fellow, 
intelligent, strong, talented. 
He had the weaknesses of his 
milieu and his temperament. 
The normal fight to control 
a knife-edge temperament 
was made nearly impossible 
by a tendency to blame all 
that befell him on discrim- 
ination against the Negro. 
(We whites have a lot to 
answer for in the mentality 
our years of injustice have 
bequeathed the Negro!) Lar- 
ry would get an occasional 
night’s work at some obscure 
night-club and come home 
royally by taxi. The next day 
he could borrow Henry’s last 
fourteen cents and never 
think to pay it back. But 
when another fellow at the 
house let slip that he had 
been walking back and forth 
to Lachine (a three hour 
walk in January weather!) 
looking for a job, it was 
Larry who dug into his 
pocket and found him car- 
fare. 

Larry was a Catholic not 
working at it. (He blamed 
prejudice again.) He went to 
Mass with us and chuckled 
hugely at the Church door, 
“if my mother could only see 
me now!” Shortly after he 
found a steady job and left 
us. 

And Then Wallie 


Wallie was a seaman 
stranded for the winter. A 
great worker, he washed the 
grimy walls of our kitchen 
and until he got a job with 
the city’s snow-shovelling 
detail, kept busy doing odd 
jobs around the house. He 
was another who couldn’t 
figure us out. “Nobody does 
nothing for anybody with- 
out expecting .to get some- 
thing out of it.” We must 
have some racket. At” one 
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moment he thought we were 
a secret society of some kind. 
At others he decided we were 
just.crazy. On his first pay- 
day he left for an atmos- 
phere in which he could feel 
more certain of himself. 

Pat was an Irishman from 
Griffintéwn. He had been a 
sailor and a boxer among 
other things. He was sick 
and staying at the Sally. In 
a few days he was to be 
hospitalized. His shirt was 
filthy and torn. He had no 
underwear and was badly in 
need of a bath. He looked 
better with a clean shirt, 
and somebody’s flannels fit- 
ted him perfectly. 


Some nights the house has 
been crowded with a mat- 
tress on the floor and the 
couches in use. Some nights, 
due to night-shifts and ab- 
sences and wandering sons, 
it has only sheltered two 
people. Tony has been on the 
job day in and day out, plus 
going out on various errands 
of mercy. We are just now 
working a_ shift system 
which relieves him a bit on 
week-ends. Henry is Tony’s 
right-hand when he himself 
is not out on odd jobs. Dr. 
Seng continues his _ free 
clinic. Our Tuesday evening 
discussions have heen very 
successful. The first day of 
recollection beginning with 
Mass and Prime and ending 
with Compline, and under 
the direction of Father Wil- 
liam Power, proved that lay- 
people want an intensive day 
of quiet thought, talk and 
prayer in which a_ varied 
programme lifts the tension. 
It also showed that such a 
day can be held in a five 
room flat. 

Please pray for us, and 
depend upon it that we will 
call upon you for help. We 
os, here will be a living 
pathway continually open, 
and continually used, be- 
tween here and Combermere 

.. and please make this 
your Montreal home until 
you can give us a_ real 
Friendship House of your 
own. Let us pray for each 
other. 

Jim Shaw, Tony Walsh, 
Magnus Seng, Pat Conners, 
Steve Hagarty, Dixie Mc- 
Master, Joe O’Connor, Peter 
Horn, Henry McKinley, 
Robert Putzi and the rest of 
our family. 
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LET CHRIST TALK, AND 


(Continued from Page One) 


natural man? Look at this 
thing. Satan’s is the greatest 
intellect next to God’s. He is 
pregnant in the minds of 
men, brilliant men, great 
leaders. He is incarnate in 
the minds of men who are 
using their God-given tal- 
ents to influence, or force, 
whole nations toward evil. 
So the war is in the realm 
of ideas. It is a struggle be- 
tween’ ideas. Fight ideas 
with ideas! Fight ideas of 
Satan with ideas of God. 
Let Christ be born again 
into the world through you. 
Let Christ live in YOU. 
THAT is the answer to Com- 
munism. That is the total 
and complete answer. There 
is no other. And how is this 
to be done? There is only 
one way — by dying to self, 
slowly, painfully, with tears 
and darkness that give birth 
to Light, and Joy and Love. 
THAT is the way to fight 
Communism — with a dy- 
namic, living Catholicism — 
the sacraments, the com- 
mandments, the virtues, the 
beatitudes, the spiritual and 
corporal works of mercy! 
And what is this Lay 
Apostolate? It is just that! 
The living, dynamic, Catho- 
licism of the laity that 
makes the social implica- 


. tions of the Church a reality. 
! (Continued on Page Three) 
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LET CHRIST TALK, AND 


(Continued from Page Two) 

A REALITY! Not a Utopian 
pipe-dream. 
Are You Comfortable? 

How can you show the 
world the poverty of Christ 
if you aim at the comfort of 
much wealth! Christ did not 
have that. How can you 
show the world the love of 
Christ if you are aiming at 
social prestige or acclaim? 
How can you show the world 
the humility of Christ if 
your intellectual pride will 
not allow you to seek a solu- 
tion in simplicity? 

You feel you must say 
something. But what can 
you say, Lord? Only a few 
minutes ago, you had asked 
the girl. opposite you what 
she thought about Catholic 
Action. You had received a 
funny answer. She had said, 
“T never think about it.” 
And she laughed. Charm- 
ingly. With a low voice. 

It is a strange thing. Here 
is a different kind of wound 
in the Mystical Body. It is 
not a wound of sin, or in- 
justice. Nothing so clearly 
definable as that. It is a 
strange wound. A_ subtle 
wound. There is a scab over 
the fester. A scab of indif- 
ference, or ignorance. You 
can not touch the wound 
until you first break through 
the scab. It is a hard scab, 
built of a seemingly justified 
worldly ambition, and a 
vanity that will not recog- 
nize itself. It is a scab made 
of cocktail glasses and 
starched shirts and expen- 
sive perfume and a cultured 
voice and a false “arty” 
quip. 

How Lord? How can you 
break through the scab? 

And if you do... You close 
your eyes in misery, for you 
realize how ignorant you are. 
What has caused this 
wound? What is the nature 
of this disease? How is it 
cured? What instruments do 
you use? What salve? Where 
do you begin? How can you 
tell these people? They will 
not listen to you. Or they 
will laugh at you and call 
you a fool! 

But you must say some- 
thing! So you take a deep 
breath, and you grab the 
hand of Christ, and hang on 
tight ... and let Him talk. 


_ — --——-- O-——---——- 


LORD, TEACH US HOW 


(Continued from Page One) 
His Father. “I always do my 
Father’s Will.”” We too must 
be ready to do our Father’s 
Will, and our Father’s ultim- 
ate Will is to have us share 
His glory, His happiness, His 
love. 

Our desires must be UNI- 
FIED. We cannot, when we 
kneel to pray, have in our. 
minds this job we want, this 
book we’d like to read, this 
friend we’d love to see again. ' 
All these will come in time.' 
“Seek first the kingdom of 
God and His justice, and all| 
these will be given unto 
you.” This sentence could be! 
the motto of our lives and of; 
our actions. Our Father 
knows that we need these| 
things: not only food and, 
clothes, but love, friendship, 
some success in our tasks. 
He knows. It is not time to 
enumerate our needs. It is 
time to go into the night, 
with Christ, and forget the 
creation, to look at the 
Creator. 

When We Pray 

Christ prayed at night. He 
escaped, He seemingly de- 
serted His apostles, aban- 
doned them and the crowd 
who followed Him, and pray- 
ed, although He did not need 
to pray. So must we, poor 
human creatures, who do 








not see God in our minds as 


aoe 


‘Christ saw Him in His mind, 
be unfraid of “escaping our}. 


duties,” of “deserting our 
jobs,” when we go away and 
pray. 

I do not mean we should 
close our door to the needy, 
or leave to the others the 
burden of so many dishes, 
to go to church and pray. 
Here in Madonna House all 
our life is prayer. Our work 
is prayer. St. Theresa once 
said, “If you are in the 
seventh heaven of contem- 
plation, and a sick man asks 
you for a cup of broth, come 
down and give him the 
broth.” 

Christ Himself, when the 
crowd followed Him, came 
back to them and cured their 
diseases. We cannot pray all 
the time, but we can put 
enough prayer in our lives 
to become really souls. of 
prayer so that the. prayer 
should overflow. And of this 
overflowing of love will all 
our actions be made. 

Action is the oveflow of 
contemplation. He cannot 
give Christ, who doesn’t have 
Christ. He cannot have 
Christ, who doesn’t give 
Christ an occasion to take 
him: and this occasion is 
prayer. Prayer is simply time. 
Time that we freely give to 
God, entirely give to God as 
His own, to work in ourselves 
through His Holy Spirit. 

How We Pray : 

We go to Mass. We hear 
the Gospel. We receive in- 
struction. What if we do not 
give to grace the time to 
mature in us, if we do not 
allow God to repeat in our- 
selves these words we have 
heard, so that we can fully 
posesss them and live them? 
This is what prayer is. The 
school of God. And, as in 
every other school, we must 
give our Master enough 
time to teach us. 

Mary knew this well, Mary, 
the most wonderful of His 
creatures, Mary, who kept 
His words hidden in_ her 
heart, pondering over them, 
savoring them for years and 
years, and discovering their 
meaning more ‘and more, 
until, when her time had 
come, she revealed them first 
to St. Luke, then to the be- 
loved disciple, St. John. 

Christ showed us the way: 
Mary followed it through. 

Christ always prayed be- 
fore an important action; 
before choosing His twelve 
disciples; 
the bread for the crowd; He 
prayed. Still, He knew every- 
thing. 

Must we not, even more 
than He, pray before we act, 
not only this immediate and 
quick prayer that begs for a 
blessing, but carefully, with 
leisure and confidence before 
we start on an action of our 
own? This way, WE will not 
act, but He will act in us. 
A directress prays’ before 
choosing or accepting a staff- 
worker. All founders prayed 
before choosing their com- 
panions and creating their 
Orders. Before accepting a 
job, before deciding a trip, 
before writing an important 
letter to a friend, let us pray; 
and let us pray for a long 
time. The time will not be 
wasted. 

St. Thomas, when he wrote 
his Summa, often found 
himself in the middle of a 


'could-not comprehend. 
ea Léet Us Pray 
Christ prayed the last 

night of His life. Christ, as 

ourselves, would have liked 
the presence of His friends. 

And He prayed. When some 

difficulty arises, small or 

immense, let us pray, let us 
just pray. Not ask for the 
thing to become easier — 

“Thy Will, not mine, be 

done” — but ask for the 

strength to carry on. Just 
pray. And everything will be 
different because God will 
be with us. 

Prayer is easy. Prayer is 
for everybody. Prayer is our 
food; and when we ask Our 
Father for food, He does not 
give us. stones. Everybody 
can pray, provided he has 
filled the only condition: the 
unification of his desires to 
become one desire. We are 
children. Children are not 
afraid to be with their 
|Father. Everyone has his 
own and personal way — 
where God is the most per- 
sonal — where we more 
easily find Him: The Rosary, 
the Way of the Cross, the 
psalms, a walk among the 
trees, a visit to the Blessed 
Sacrament. Let us_ be to- 
gether, humble and_ confi- 
dent, and start where we are, 
as we are — and God will 
work great things in us. 

Let us mever give up. 
“When you have given some- 
thing to somebody,” says St. 
Theresa of Avila, “it is ex- 
tremely unjust and ungen- 
erous to take it back.” Once 
we have decided to give God 
a part of our time in prayer, 
the tiniest part of our time, 
let us stick to it, whatever 
difficulty may arise. 

AND WE WILL SEE A 
GREAT LIGHT. 








Dedication And 


The Apostolate 


By James Guinan 











In his “Confessions,” St. 
Augustine relates how, at the 
stage in his life before his 
conversion when he was 
mixed up with the’Maniche- 
an heresy, he became ac- 
quainted with Faustus, a 
renowned Bishop of the 
Manichees: Faustus, who 
would have liked to convince 





} 


before breakingy 


St. Augustine of the heresy, 
had the opposite effect, and 
actually helped him throw 
off the Manichean errors. 
Learn From Reds: 


Not only in the history of 
the individual soul, but in 
the history of the human 
race, God brings good out of 
evil. Surely the greatest 
organized evil in the world 
today is Atheistic Commun- 
ism. But, in an appraisal of 
the effects of its diabolical 
doctrine and practice, we 
should not overlook the in- 
direct good it may accom- 
plish, however unwilled 
and undesired this good 
might be from the point of 
view of the Communists. 
How true it is that “the 
children of darkness are 
wiser in their generation 
than the children of light.” 
We have much to learn from 
Communism for it is the 
omissions of Christians that 





have provided the opportun- 


difficulty. A problem came, ity for the development of 
to him that had to be solved’ both its philosophy of ma- 


with his mind, with his 
human reason; 
leaving his cell, he went and 
prayed for hours in front of 
the Blessed Sacrament. He 
waited. He did not think, did 
not argue. He remained with 
His Lord. Then came back 
to his work. And his mind, 
so refreshed by grace, was 
then able to comprehend 


what some hours ago he 


'terialism and its program of 
and _still,! 


action; and, in studying the 
Communists, we can learn 
of our omissions. — 

Not the least of the lessons 
we have to learn is that of 
dedication. While weakened 
Christians accepted in prac- 
tice, if not in theory, a. di- 
vided life, a service to both 
God and Mammon, Com- 
munists were being indoc- 


— 





Page Three 





trinated in the necessity of 


‘|giving one’s total life to the 


Party. This total dedication 
demanded seeing all aspects 
of one’s life in the light of 
the Communist cause, and 
produced an apparent 
wholeness in the Commun- 
ist, a false integration ac- 
cording to a false principle. 
Such dedication and integ- 
ration, resulting from a 
principle of darkness, high- 
lighted our lack of dedica- 
tion and integration accord- 
ing to a principle of light. 
What We Forgot 

It is not as though any of 
the lessons to be learned are 
original to the Communists 
— they are original to us, 
but we had forgotten they 
were there. It is as though a 
man should first become a- 
ware that he had possessed 
certain valuables in reading 
a newspaper account of their 
being stolen. 

For example, Christ cer- 
tainly called for full dedica- 
tion from his followers — “‘if 
Thy eye be single. . .”; “seek 
first the kingdom of God and 
His justice .. .” But, living 
in an environment that al- 
most completely ignores God 
we had forgotten the total 
nature of the vocation of the 
Christian, and had been sat- 
isfied with a certain regu- 
larity of worship of God, 
after laboring in_ pursuits 
which we conceived of as 
foreign to Him. 


But the Christian today 
who is not single-minded, 
who attempts to pursue both 
a heavenly and a_ worldly 
success, has less room for a 
plea of ignorance. The Com- 
munists have indoctrinated 
their members with an idea 
of total dedication, and this 
example of the children of 
darkness is meant for the 
instruction of the children 
of light. 

Now Is The Time 

Nor should we assume 
that there is no reason for 
alarm; that there is no real 
hurry about relearning the 
lesson; that we can proceed 
slowly. A fully dedicated 
life, a life of self-sacrifice, 
is the essential thing Our 
Lady asked of us at Fatima, 
and the prevention of future 
world tragedies would seem 
to depend on our response 
to her request. We have no 
reason to suspect that our 
own immediate response ‘is 
not what is required to delay 
the unleashing of great 
forces of evil. 


What I should like to 
stress especially is the rela- 
tion of dedication to the 
apostolate, and the task of 
the apostolate in “restoring 
all things to Christ.” What 
I wish to say is, simply, that 
our dedication to a _ total 
Christian life is a prerequis- 
ite both to our knowing what 
is involved in restoring the 
world and to our making 
any significant contribution 
to its restoration. Our mod- 
ern secular world presents a 
multiplicity of problems, 
and different apostolates are 
concerned each with a dif- 
ferent problem. But if we 
are to work well for the res- 
toration of the world, we 
must try to see all these 
problems as one; we must 
work toward seeing how “it 
all goes together.” 

All Things In One 

Although we know the 
world must be restored to 
Christ, just what is required 
for. this restoration, in the 
various areas of man’s life 
in our modern world, is 
something we do not suffic- 
iently know. Nor will we 
know, until we dedicate our- 
selves to making all things 
go together in our own lives. 


We shall never know what 
society should be, viewed in 


a ce Ne 
the light of Christ, until we 
first have some glimpse of 
what our own lives should 
be, viewed in the light of 
Christ. Both the full vision 
of a Christian society and 
the work for its realization 
await the formation of more 
and more Christians who are 
convinced of the necessity of 
total dedication in their 
lives. 

There is no possibility of 
a Christian social order de- 
veloping through the efforts 
of men and women who are 
striving for two goals, who 
lack single-mindedness. 
Since bringing about a 
Christian social order is, 
primarily, the responsibility 
of the laity, and since a 
Christian social order de- 
mands a single mindedness 
on the part of those who are 
trying to bring it about, we 
will never progress far to- 
ward the restoration of so- 
ciety, until the laity begin 
to appreciate the total dedi- 
cation demanded of them. 

Lay and Religious 

The psychology of the av- 
erage Catholic who sees the 
life of the Religious as 
necessarily dedicated, and 
his own life as necessarily a 
compromise between God 
and mammon must be com- 
pletely changed. He must be 
made to realize that the 
vocation of every Christian 
demands full dedication. 
Our schools could do a 
great deal toward breaking 
down this psychology of the 
divided life, but presently 
they tend to promote it. Too 
often our education is point- 
ed merely at giving the stud- 
ent religious training, along 
with a secular preparation 
that will help him ‘make his 
way in the world.” Too often 
our schools assume _ that 
worldly ambition, existing 
side by side with a heavenly 
goal, is normal to the laity! 
We cannot expect a thor- 
oughly Christian education, 
until our educators are fully 
convinced of the total dedi- 
cation demanded of the laity 
and the necessity of all areas 
of their lives being informed 
by a Christian spirit. 


Educate Educators 


Once our educators are 
convinced of the necessity 
of full dedication of the laity, 
once they see that all things 
in the lives of the laity must 
go together, we can expect 
ever increasing insights, 
which will make ever clearer 
the vision of a Christian 
social order, and result in 
more and more definite di- 
rections as to how it can be 
brought about. 

But if realization of the 
full dedication required of 
the Christian is important 
for everyone, it is certainly 
necessary that those of us 
who are lay apostles in a 
special sense, who are fully 
engaged in a movement 
whose purpose is the spread 
of the apostolate, should be 
Striving for ever fuller dedi- 
ation in our own lives, and 
be firmly grounded in our 
belief that this total dedica- 
tion is asked of all. 


Both the nature of the 
Christian life and the par- 
ticular crisis of our own day 
demand this dedication — 
“it is no longer permitted 
anyone to be mediocre.” 
f, although working in 
the apostolate, we are prim- 
arily motivated by our own’ 
petty, personal ambitions, 
we can still have our little 
successes and our little fail- 
ures, but they will be in- 
eon of having any sig- 
nificient effect on the real 
struggles of our day. 

If we daily try to grow in 
a spirit of complete dedica- 
tion, then our life can have 
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(Continued from, Page Three) 
real significance; 
can be used by the Holy 
Spirit as instruments in ac- 
complishing His work of 
“renewing the face of the 
earth.” If we do have a real 
desire for full dedication, 
and we ask Our _ Blessed 
Lady, she will lead us along 
the quickest route to the 
fulfillment of our desire. 





Home-Spun 


Virtues 
By V. B. S. 











readers who have 
been so- delighted with the 
adventures of Mrs. Katie 
Rock, will find these equally 
interesting—but in a different 
way. They are excerpts from 
a woman's diary, though any 
one might be excused for be- 
lieving they were parts of 
letters. 


Those 


June 12, 1952 — During 
vacation now when the 
children are home, we sing 
a hymn instead of saying 
grace before lunch. 

At a Catholic Women’s 
meeting we breathlessly 
talked about the terrific 
issue (June, 4952) of In- 
tegrity magazine. I was told 
to do some publicity on the 
bonfire for the eve of St. 
John Baptist on June 23rd; 
and make a list of books and 
pamphlets for the library. 
You know—family life stuff. 
Well, everyone, it seems, 
fired everyone else. Bene- 
diction of the Blessed Sacra- 
ment was a lovely, peaceful 
break in this daytime meet- 
ing at the Cenacle Convent. 
I was directed to a front pew 
—I hope our Lord was as 
happy to have me near as 
I was to be there. 

The Boy Grows Older 

I’d like for a moment to 
tell you of the gratifying 
experience of knowing that 
our son is of the stuff that 
we hoped he’d be. 

Our three week old chicks 
were in the yard as a storm 
approached yesterday. I had 
to gather them one by one 
and put them in cartons as 
they are still kept in the 
attic by night. Children don’t 
like the feel of adolescent 
chickens. Finally in a com- 
passionate voice, our son 
said, ‘‘Mom, do you think I 
could catch a chicken?” 

Breathlessly I answered, 
“If you don’t, they’ll get all 
wet.” 

And of course he started 
gathering them like a MAN 
should. I was proud enough 
to cry, and somehow at 
that moment I knew I need 
never worry as long as he is 
within reach. 

God grant I won’t be dis- 
appointed. 

We have wild daisies a- 
bout: they’re lovely. 

Oh yes, my _ husband 
planted the herb garden. 

A Pox On Chickenpox 

June 16, 1952—Looks as 

if our chickenpox is on the 


and we, 





down ” grade. Our. oldest. .is 


feeling better too; and if the 
doctor doesn’t let. her up 
tomorrow, I shall go to bed— 
because she’s-up most of the 
time without his permission. 


The second oldest is sleep-: 


ing on the porch these 
nights, and last night it 
really turned cold. 

Last night we packed a 
lunch and went out (my 
husband was a mite reluct- 
ant) but on the lake front 
owned by a utility company 
we found a beautiful spot. 
We ate and the _ children 
watched the boats and play- 
ed all their games. They 
want to go back again next 
Sunday, which is the best 
possible criterion for judg- 
ing the umount of fun they 
had. 

Strawberry season is here 
— our neighbors have an 
abundance — selling at the 
low price of three boxes for 
a dollar — but we have 
enough to eat of our own. 

Our assistant pastor will 
be on retreat this week. He 
wishes he were going to 
Auriesville. A German mis- 
sioner was preaching yester- 
day and gave us Holy Com- 
munion this’ morning. He’s 
pretty terrific. I considered 
asking him down to the 
house. 

Work To Be Done 

There’s a bushel basket 
heaped to the _ toppling 
point with dampened cloth- 
es, so I’m going to iron. 

We gathered the things 
from the girl who is leaving 
for the convent on Friday 
night. We still have to get 
her desk. She gave me those 
boots that she loved, the fur 
lined ones; and my husband 
is so thrilled with her gift 
of her bike. She’ll make an 
ideal nun, I’m sure. 

I wonder why we’ve had 
all these little crosses recent- 
ly — suppose Our Lady is 
just tempering them to our 
capacity. 

June 21, 1952—-I had some- 
thing on my mind a few days 
ago, something of a contin- 
uation of my last fall’s prob- 
lem. At that time it was the 
amount of callers, visitors, 
cr what you call the people 
that stop here. It still con- 
tinues throughout the sum- 
mer, and keeps me continu- 
ally embarrassed because I 
can’t seem to get my work 
done. I really don’t know 
what my problem is except 
what do I give them? Do I 
sit and chat,-or keep on 
working? Or does it depend 
on the person? I’m sure if 
I had my work all done and 
were sitting waiting these 
folks would never come. 

Thinking this over later, 
I guess the answer is to ask 
those that come, to help, and 
work along with me, and as 
we do, we chat. 

Our Lady really cares for 
our little boy. Remember the 
bantam chicks that hatched 
out on his graduation day 
from kindergarten? Well, his 
birthday also was interest- 
ing. You see he has desper- 
ately wanted cowboy boots. 
He’s begged and prayed, but 
we wer? advised against 
them. Well, the evening of 





his birthday, X arrived with | 
a pair—now third handed—_| 
but on his birthday! And 
just what he had so longed 
for! X, of course, was wholly 
unaware of this. Isn’t She 
nice? 
Our Lady’s Treat 

June 30, 1952—The trip 
to Madonna House was Our 
Lady’s treat, as our plans 
are never so successful. It 
was perfect from beginning 
to end. 

Our oldest girl started 
crying the minute we left 
the yard at Madonna House, 
and the younger girl didn’t 
help her feelings by giving 
her her very own Canadian 
girl scout in. However, 
they’re called Girl Guides. 

The eldest is still over- 





whelmed; and the younger 


HAI 


the real potency of the no- 
vena as far as 
generally go. I also realized 
that if you are truly a slave 
of Mary — because she loves 
you, she lets you suffer. 





Mother of Light 


By Gerry Graham 











Purest, Mother with your 
light, 

Watch o’er my sinful soul 
tonight. 

Rid my heart of pain and 
sorrow, 

Give me to thy Son tomor- 
row. 

Mass will cleanse me, and 
as of old 

Guide me to God’s tender 
fold. 


/ 


who hast woven 
maidenhood 


| with 
~mothe 


rhood 


ekathistos hymn 


of course cried when we left 
Mary Therese, the staff 
worker. They wanted to 
stay, and, I think, we would; 
not have minded either. 
They were much affected by 
the people, and so were we. 
We can hardly wait to get 
back. It really was a gift of 
Our Lady, because nothing 
sr could have been so per- 
ect. 


The other children, and 
all of the “livestock’’ were 
in good condition on our 
return. The garden needs 
attention. 

Actually I was in love with 
all the people there — and 
now I marvel at our getting 
there. Do only special people 
get there? I wonder why Our 
Lady decided that this was 
the time for us? 

Our living room looked so 
nice when we got back. We 
have drapes like the dining 
room. 

The children now have 
been picking wild cherries, 
and we have enough for a 


pie. 

July 1, 1952 — Today I 
started a novena to Our 
Lady of Perpetual Help. It’s 
the only novena I’ve ever 
used, (privately). Through 
it I got my first job about 
thirteen days after I first 
started it. 


Funny, isn’t it, that She 





had a strong hold nineteen 
years ago? It was many] 
years later that I discovered 





My Daily Prayer 











Bless Thou my body 
that I may keep it in sub- 
jection for Thee; 

Bless Thou my head 
that it may be always 
bowed in obedience to 
Thee; 

Bless Thou my ears 
that they may always 
hear Thy words; 

Bless Thou my eyes 
that they may always see 
the right way; 

Bless Thou my mouth 
that it may speak as Thou 
wouldst have me speak; 

Bjess Thou my shoulders 
that they may willingly 
support the Crosses Thou 
givest to me; ~ 

Bless Thou my arms 
that they may encompass 
the wood of the cross; 

Bless Thou my hands 
that they may be clasped 
in prayer to Thee; 

Bless Thou my feet 
that they may follow Thy 
road to grace; 

Bless Thou my heart 
that it may ‘love only 
Thee; 

Bless Thou my mind 
that it may know Thy 
truths; 

Bless Thou my will 
that it may conform in all 
things to Thine; 


‘ Catholics}. 


Bless Thou my actions 
that they may seek 
please Thee; 

Bless Thou my strength 
that it may always serve 
Thee; 

Bless Thou my courage 
that it falter not in adver- 
sity; 

Bless Thou my name 
that it may be written on 
Thy Heart; 

Bless me with humility 
that my spirit be not 
proud; 

Bless me with modesty 
that I may not seek false 
glory; 

Bless me with purity 
that I may remain, unsul- 
lied for Thee; 

Bless Thou me, O Lord 
that I may remain Thine, 
and Thine alone, forever 
Amen. ' 

IMPRIMATUR 


Mm J. T. McNally, 
Archbishop of Halifax 


to 
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' 
| Lead Thou th 
L 


The wind is chill; the hour 
is dark; 


Confused, bewildered, Lord, 
I cry 

For strength in my Geth- 
samini; 

I see my crucifixion nigh 

At hand; and in this agony 
I try 

But cannot pray. 

O while this darkness closes 





in 
Lead Thou the way! 
Lead Thou the way! 


I must not let this vileness- 
hate 

Translated into action be; 

O lest it be, uphold me Lord; 

Uphold and guide and 
strengthen me. 

And tho’, all Hell my soul in- 
vades 

And holy things I would 
repel 

O guide me tho’, I cannot 
see 

Amidst this Hell; 

Amidst this Hell. 


I made a vow to be O Lord, 

The “Fiat” of Thy holy Will; 

And tho’ all demons rage 
around 

Dear Blessed Lord I mean it 
still. a 

So smite and scourge and 
strike my soul 

Within the cloud my soul 
embrace; 

O spare me not tho’ I cry out 

"Til death reveals Thy Holy 
Face; 

"Til death reveals Thy Holy 
Face. 
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